THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

"Here, if I can.  I'm walking.5'
"So it seems. Why not have a bed at my place?55
"Fd love one if it isn't too far to walk/5
"Just round the corner, and I've got the car here.
I can only offer you some cold bacon.55

"The two things I want/5 I said, glowing with grati-
tude, "apart from a deep chair and a bed.55

"Indeed yes,55 thought I, as I crept into a car whose
antiquity even darkness could not conceal. I was rather
cold but very stiff, and warmth would soon unbend me.
As for cold bacon, call it that or pickled pork, what
better food is there at any time of the day, preferably
with potatoes, fried or boiled, and tomatoes, with
English Cheddar, butter, bread and more tomatoes to
follow? I have not eaten rats, mice, snakes, or elephant's
feet or any of the fauna of Africa; the humble best I can
do in the exotic way is horse-meat, sea-weed, sharks5
fins, bird's-nest soup, frogs' legs (eaten on the Olympic
after she had called at Cherbourg for passengers, mails,
frogs and snails), reindeer (eaten at Upsala and in
Helsingfors), terrapin soup and raw canvasback duck
(eaten in Baltimore), tinned Canadian salmon (eaten in
Samaria), and hot roast kangaroo, with pineapple
chunks and their syrup, which, in 1910, made me very
sick at a small Rotterdam hotel. Nightingales' tongues
in aspic; peacocks, swans and bustards went out before
my time. Of things not so exotic, but mostly expensive,
there are many familiar and, at moments of delicacy
or connoisseurship, excellent: as truffles, patt-en-croute>
caviare, asparagus, stuffed olives, sole vol-an-vent, sole
dtlice, sole (or, for that matter, fresh mackerel or
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